THE   BURNING   SECRET

"Dad does not wish me to wander about here -alone.
Dad made me promise to be careful and to stick by you."

The word "Dad" seemed to exercise a paralysing
effect upon the couple, and Edgar, therefore, took a
fresh delight in stressing it. His father, he felt, must also
have a place in this burning secret, must wield power over
the twain from a distance, otherwise why should they
look so distressed at the mere mention of his name?
Without deigning to answer, the woman led the way
from the dining-room. The baron followed. The boy
brought up the rear, not humbly as an inferior, but with
the air of a warder, hard, severe, ruthless. In fancy he
held them on a chain whose links he could hear rattling
and which was indestructible. Hate had steeled his
childish strength. He, the innocent, was more in-
vulnerable than they who were under the ban of their
secret.

THE  LIARS

Time pressed. No more than a few days remained of
the baron's holiday, and these he wished to use to the full.
Open conflict with an obstinate and determined child
was unthinkable. The only way out of their dilemma was
through flight. An ignominious surrender, undoubtedly,
but what other alternative could be found if they were
to escape for a couple of hours from the boy's tyrannical
observation?

Cejust run along to the post and get this letter registered
there's a dear," said Frau Blumental affably to her son.

They were standing inside, while the baron was with-
out, engaging the services of a cabby. -

Edgar took the missive gingerly. His heart misgave
him. Gould this be another trap? Usually his mother
sent the porter on such errands. He hesitated and then
asked:
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